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About the Author 


Deping Lou, born in 1942 in Pizhou, Jiangsu Province, is 
a poet, painter, professor, calligrapher, seal cutting artist, 
social activist and planner. He is currently the chairman 
of the East-West Association of Artists, executive 
chairman of the Association of Calligraphy, Painting and 
Seal-cutting of France, vice chairman of the World 
Association of Zen Buddhist Calligraphers and Painters, 
honorary director of the National Top Ten Filial Piety 
Hyun Selection Committee, chairman of the Global Filial 
Day Committee, standing councilor of the Asian 
Confucius Association, councilor of the International 
Association of Poetry, Painting and Pen. 

Since the 1970s, he has been publishing poems and 
up to now hundreds of them can be found in newspapers 
and periodicals such as Poetry Magazine, People's Daily, 
Celebrities’ Biographies, Art Observation, Overseas 
Chinese Newspaper (USA), Greater China (Hong Kong), 
Nouvelles D'europe Week-end, World Journal, etc. He 
has published dozens of collections of poems, such as 
Dialogue between Ice and Fire, Flying Kites from the 
Milky Way, Baking Twilight on a Campfire, Reading 
Scripture on the Bodhi Tree, Heart in the Cloud and Water, 
etc., many of which are translated into English, French 


and Japanese. Some of his works are included in more 


than thirty anthologies, such as Chinese Dragon Rhyme 
and Heart Trip (Japan). He has won the “Lifetime 
Achievement Award” of the “Chinese National Soul 
Painting and Calligraphy Competition” among many 
other gold medals. 

Since the 1990s he has devoted himself to the 
promotion of international exchanges in Chinese art. In 
1997, the East-West Association of Artists was founded 
in New York. In the past twenty years, he has organized 
in countries like the United States, France, Australia, 
Japan, Argentina, South Korea and Vietnam more than a 
hundred times of exhibitions, among which the most 
influential ones are "Wang Jiqian's Calligraphy and 
Painting Exhibition", "World Photographer's Exhibition", 
"World Chinese Artists’ Calligraphy and Painting 
Exhibition", "International Paper-cut Art Exhibition", 
“Seoul in 21st Century-Chinese Calligraphy and Painting 
Art Exhibition” and “International Exhibition of Chinese 
Ancient Tree Photography”. He has edited and published 
more than ten collections of calligraphy and painting, 
such as Contemporary Chinese Calligraphy and Painting 
Masterpieces, Seoul Chinese Calligraphy and Painting 
Art Exhibition in the 21st Century and Selected Works of 
International Paper-cut Art Exhibition and, “Vanguard 
Poets Series”, a series of poetry and prose, including You 
Havent Grown Up, That Year, and Mind Wanders. 


About the Translator 


Brent O. Yan, aka Yan Haifeng, born in Qufu (Confucius’ 
birthplace), is a poet and translator who lives in Jinan, 
China and usually publishes his translations under the 
name of Brent O. Yan or B.O.Y. He is a PhD candidate 
of Beijing Foreign Studies University(BFSU), associate 
professor of Shandong University of Political Science 
and Law(SDUPSL), vice-chairman of Chinese Poetry 
Association, vice-chairman of East-West Association of 
Artists, councilor of the Chinese Society for the 
Comparative Study of Civilizations member of Chinese 
Information Processing Society of China, British 
Comparative Literature Association(BCLA) and Writers 
Association of Shandong Province of China, guest editor 
of the Renditions of International Poetry (previously 
known as World Poets Quarterly), Translation Editor-in- 
Chief of Poetry Hall, vice editorial director of Northeast 
Asia Forum on Foreign Languages, Business Translation 
and assistant secretary general of Northeast Asia 
International Symposium on Linguistics, Literature and 
Teaching. He has published A Page of Rill and Hill, his 
collection of poems in Chinese ancient style, and about 
30 translated books, including Selected Poems of Shihab 
Ghanem, Youth That Has Never Flown the Nest, A 
Vacant House, Ode to the Plain, Mind Wanders, etc., and 


more than 30 academic papers and hundreds of pieces of 


poem translation, modern poems and poems of ancient 
Chinese styles, which can be seen in Poetry Magazine, 
World Poets Quarterly, Tianjin Poets, New Poetry, 
Square Poetry Magazine, Jiangnan Poetry, Poetry Hall, 
etc. and anthologies like Anthology of Chinese Poetry 
and Two-year Book of Poetry: an Introduction to 
Contemporary Chinese Poetry. In 2012 he won the 
annual “International Best Translator” Award issued by 
International Poetry Translation and Research Center 
(IPTRC). And in 2016 he was awarded “Best Translator” 
in Contemporary Chinese Poetry Award. In 2017 he 
worked as a translator for International Festival of Poetry 
and Liquor, rendering into Chinese the works of Jack 


Hirschman, Mein Celal and Kerry Shawn Keys. 


CONTENTS 


About the Author 
About the Translator 


Foreword 
Poem at Penpoint, Idea Beyond Heaven 
l 
At 70, the Beginning of Summer 
XXVIII 
Haiku 
1 


Translator’s Note 


101 


Foreword I 


Poem at Penpoint, Idea Beyond Heaven 


Lou Deping, Chairman of the East-West 
Association of Artists, is also an outstanding poet. 
His poems are multi-colored and magnificent 
with a tremendous momentum, bright and 
colorful, sagacious and profound, simple but 
deep, romantic and unrestrained, humorous and 
jocular, charming and interesting, happy and 
contented. 

Poems Express Will, Songs Intone Emotion. 
When reading Lou Deping’s poems, we must 
combine them with his actions. The reason is no 
other than that thoughts and actions are the best 
notes to his poems. 

Not long after being spiritually attracted to 
Mr. Lou whom I had never met, I had the honor 
to meet him after the Spring Festival of 2016. Mr. 


Lou is a big mountain. Generally speaking, a big 


mountain always sits motionlessly. Even if being 
called, it responds only by echoing but don’t 
move at all. In other words, if one wants to make 
an acquaintance with a big mountain, he can only 
visit him positively. 

But Mr. Lou is a moving mountain. At the 
age of over seventy, he endured the hardships of 
a long journey and went to Tianjin from Beijing 
by train to visit me. He also brought me his 
wonderful calligraphy and the collection of his 
poems The Dialogue Between Ice and Fire. 
Moreover, he also invited me to translate this 
book. I must say that his gracious presence really 
added glitters to my humble house. I was deeply 
moved. 

Time is like water and smoke. How it flies! 
Nearly 20 years had swiftly passed over ever 
since 1997 when I came to the America up to 
2016. But because of varied reasons, this was the 
very first time for me to return my homeland. I 
certainly got many things. But the most important 
one is the meeting with Mr. Lou. 

A one month homeland journey swiftly 


finished just like a brilliant shooting. star 


vanishing in the vast universe with amazing 
speed. Carrying this lavish gift and profound 
passions given by Mr. Lou, I came back by air. 
By way of the extremely cold Arctic area, the 
plane skimmed over above the vast silver Arctic 
Ocean. Leisurely leaning against the porthole, 
sometimes I looked out at the vast universe or at 
the brilliant Arctic Ocean, sometime I 
appreciated the collection of Mr. Lou’s poems — 
The Dialogue Between Ice and Fire. The scenery 
outside the porthole and the passions in the book 
enhance each other's beauty in complete harmony. 
Reading poems while appreciating scenery, I was 
relaxed and happy completely beside myself with 
joy and deep feelings. 


Sky Eye to Observe the Universe 


The word “universe” can be seen nearly 
everywhere in Mr. Lou’s poems. There are also a 
lot of poems titled “universe”, such as The 
Caprice of Universe, The Opening Universe, My 
Heart Is Out of the Universe. What does universe 
look like? 


Mr. Luo wrote in The Caprice of Universe: 
“In the black hole of the ancient spherical, The 
sun and the moon were the same of a shiner, The 
moon’s blandness was within the sun, The 
masculinity of the sun was within the moon.” “In 
the star group grazed by the universe Only the sun 
and the moon have the most intimate relationship. 
In the laughter of life, They stretch arms like fire 
and water. Threads of light waves of love join and 
separate, separate and join again. Oh, the vast 
universe! Who knows how many Milky Way 
galaxies you have! Each atom _ contains 
uncountable secrets and mysteries. The sun and 
the moon in dream stealthily told me, Who can 
reveal the riddles of the universe among the 
people on the earth?” 

Mr. Lou wrote in The Opening Universe: 
“The opening universe is your interior dark room. 
Your dark room is sealed like a grain of sand. 
Who kneaded the sand into my eyes? No one 
knows you wept or got delighted. If that grain of 
sand turns into my blood, I don’t know what sort 
of secret weapons you'll have.” 

Mr. Lou wrote in My Heart Is Out of the 


Universe: “My heart runs faster than light speed, 
My heart is out of the universe. The sun gives 
warmth to the people, I give love to the people. 
The universe if boundless, My heart is out of the 
universe.” 

It’s just like what Mr. Lou said in his poems 
that his heart is out of the universe. So when he 
wrote poems, he could move about freely and 
quickly. Unencumbered and imposing, his poetic 
flavor flies and scatters beyond the sky. Therefore 


his poetry can be said a sky eye. 


The Sun at Five or Six in the Morning 


Except for universe, the word “sun” can also 
be seen frequently in the poetry of Mr. Lou. 

He wrote in Apollo, I’m Your Son: “Apollo, 
am I your son? Or, why my heart Always admires 
your light? Apollo, am I your son? Or, why my 
heart Always wants to forgive you? Apollo, am I 
your son? Or, my body Has your blood vessels? 
Apollo, am I your son? Or, why my body Has 
your genes? Apollo, am I your son? Or, why in 


my dream You drive Tenma to run? Apollo, am I 


your son? You can’t give up the universe, I can’t 
give you up. 

Mao Zedong once compared young people 
with the sun at eight or nine in the morning. But 
Mr. Lou, the sun is not at eight or nine but at five 
or six in the morning. He wrote in /’m Like the 
Sun At Five Or Six In the Morning: “ True, it’s 
true, The word “old” hasn’t been born in my body. 
Don’t look at my face filled with wrinkles, 
Actually, my heart is younger than a lad. Don’t 
look at my white hair like reed catkins in winter, 
Actually, my body is stable like Mount. Tai. If 
you don’t believe, you just listen, My voice is 
sonorous like a bell ring. If you don’t believe, you 
just look, My action is quick off the mark like 
wind. Just listen, just listen, When I recite poems 
and proses, My memory is bright like white ice. 
Just look, just look, While cutting mountains, I 
put forth all my strength. Stones might be mad. 
Green mountains can prove, I crossed the Great 
Wall like a 10-meter-long dragon with one go. If 
I was trained to kung fu, Now I don’t know which 
swordsman Dares to display gallantry. If you lead 


over a white-dragon horse, Then I’m to be Sun 
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Wukong with the skill of 72 changes, Riding 
cloud to chase White Bone Demon. 

Mr. Lou, the sun at five or six in the morning, 
selflessly offered his own light and heat to others. 
Mr. Zhu Baifang, the head of Zhaoming Temple 
Painting Academy, is good at drawing tigers. Mr. 
Lou let one of his tiger picture Look Far Ahead 
And Aim High exhibited at the grand ceremony of 
the Asian teen-agers. And this made Zhu bound 
into fame. Tsutomu Hata, the former prime 
minister of Japan, warmly praised him and 
announced that this picture will be hung in 


Japanese Congress. 


The Witness of Ice and Fire Dialogue 


Mr. Lou wrote in Dialogue Between Ice And 
Fire: “Ice moves close to the fire and says: I find 
you're a little bit chill, Let me give you some 
warmth. The fire smiles and reply: You’d better 
keep it for your own usage!” 

Mr. Lou wrote in Knock Out Fire From Ice: 
“The northwest wind comes ferociously, Like a 


mad wild beast rushes out of the cage fiercely. 


vii 


Heaven is swaying, Earth is waggling. Glacier 
and earth were cracked with cold.” “Grasp the 
northwest wind, Foist it into the old well, Pile it 
in the mountain cave, Knock out fire from ice, Set 
fire to the sun-cracked cold sky.” 

After the one month hometown journey, I 
flew back to the America by way of arctic pole on 
Feb. 21, 2016. I calmed down in the plane and 
began appreciating the collection of poems The 
Dialogue Between Ice And Fire given to me by 
Mr. Lou. Those powerful sentences urged me to 
look out of the porthole and keep watching the 
boundless sky or looking down at the vast Arctic 
Ocean. 

Is this crystal hard ice the very one drawing 
near to fire as what Mr. Lou wrote in his poem? 
It seemed that I heard the private words the ice 
said to the fire: “I find you’re a little bit chill, Let 
me give you some warmth.” And at the same time, 
it is also like that I heard the brisk flames 
smilingly replied: “You’d better keep it for your 
own usage!” 

Is the gorgeous cloud in the sky the fire 


which can strike out fire from ice like what Mr. 
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Lou wrote in his poem? It seemed that I saw Mr. 
Lou striking the crystal hard ice and then 
“burning the cold and cracking sky with the 
beautiful flames”. 

The reason that Mr. Lou could write out the 
vivid and interesting dialogue between ice and 
fire is that Mr. Lou is the very witness to the 
dialogue. 

The famous poetess Li Xiaoyu pointed out 
in her comment: Through many _ years’ 
accumulation of his life, including the refinement 
and introspection about everything in the world, 
Mr. Lou let himself float up and down in the sea 
of life and let his heart undergo the double test 
and experience of ice and fire. Therefore, his 
poems are always filled with strong philosophic 
flavor and rich zen thinking in his conscious mind. 
The world under his pen is formed with the 
mutually contradicted ice and fire. In the universe 
of antinomy, there is both confront and blending 
of ice and fire. 

Mr. Lou witnessed the dialogue between ice 
and fire and truly displayed this contradiction 


with poetic form. Through the ice and fire 


dialogue, the poetic world built by him is rich and 
colorful. Taking the exploration of the true 
essence of life as his aim, Mr. Lou, from paying 
close attention to the individual life to paying 
close attention to the relationship between the 
world and individual, widened his visual field. He 
adopted changeable methods, exercised a 
combination of inflexibility and yielding, and left 


us a rich enlightenment about poetics. 


The Man Calling Out the Sun 


This is the first collection of his poems and 
was published in 2011. Mr. Lou said, “In poems, 
I don’t cover myself up. When inspiration comes, 
the words will be like the keys of a piano. And 
each key will be able to let some poetic words 
bound out.” The reality is just like this. One day, 
he wrote poems about clouds. It only spent two 
hours for him to create over thirty poems. 

In order to enhance the level of his poems, 
Mr. Lou once made a special test, namely, 
selecting ten poems and making a promise that if 


anyone could decrease or increase one word, he 


would give him a piece of calligraphy work. He 
said at that time: “If you can amend one sentence, 
namely ten words, I’ll give you ten pieces of my 
calligraphy work. Never break my promise!” 

At the end, Mr. Lou got a great success 
through his own effort in 2013. This year, he was 
universally accepted as “‘a real poet”. And the one 
enabling him to win is just his poem J’7// Call Out 
the Sun: “In darkness, I stand on the sand beach. 
Facing the high sky, facing the fast sea, I want to 
call out the sun. Call out, call out, call out a sun, 
like a red baby...... ‘3 

There are so many poets in the present world. 
But, quite a few poets are failed to write out even 
a single real poetic sentence although they write 
poems all their lives. Mr. Lou pointed out: “The 
so called poetry is certainly the one which is new 
and which has never been written by any other 
persons. There are not any traces of others in my 
poems. I formed a unique school of my own.” 

The good news is that Mr. Lou’s second and 
third collections of poems have come out. He has 
already fixed the title of the second one, namely, 


I want to call out the sun. Comparing it with the 
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first one The Dialogue Between Ice And Fire, it, 
seeing only from the book title, seems to be more 
fiery. It can be said “bursting with passion, 
flowing light and color”. 

The sun is selfless. Only selfless persons can 
be qualified to call the sun. And the sun is willing 
to come out only when it is called by this sort of 
persons. No doubt, Mr. Lou is selfless and 
therefore only he himself is the very best person 
to call out the sun. 

Mr. Lou is a great calligrapher renowned 
both at home and abroad. Moreover, Mr. Lou has 
nearly a hundred titles. The most important one is 
the chairman of the East-west Association of 
Artists. He found this association, regardless of 
nationality, region, complexion, political ideas, 
and religious faith, breaking any hedges and 
appointing people by capability. What is more, 
this association does not collect any fee. Even the 
basic cost fee is paid by Mr. Lou. By doing this 
way, he built a wide platform for the exchange of 
the east and west arts, letting all categories of 
artists show their special prowess. 


But after varied artists achieved success and 
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win recognition, Mr. Lou, the person taking 
pleasure in helping others, quietly retreated 
behind the scenes. Completely regardless of his 
personal fame and gain, he is really a Bo Le of 
this date. He is really worth being greatly admired 
like one stops looking up at a peak. Mr. Lou is 
really a famous gentleman of morality and skills. 


He makes people gasp in admiration! 


Cherish the Will of Mending the Sky 


Mr. Lou once wrote two poetic sentences: “I 
dreamed to pick stone and mend the sky, after 
waking mountains hover around me.” After the 
sprint festival of 2016, he visited me in Tianjin 
and gave me a valued piece of calligraphy with 
these two sentences. From this we can see how 
important these words are in his heart. 

As everyone knows, the person mending the 
sky with stone is the goddess Nuwa who not only 
mended the sky but also created everything in the 
world. 

Mr. Lou worships Nuwa. This clearly 


reflects his great aspiration and mission. He 
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wrote in Mission: “As if in destiny, There is a 
certain person, There is a certain deity, There is a 
certain immortal, They control me. As if I’m their 
tool, I have to complete a certain project 
according to their ideas. What do I challenge? 
What do I do? Sometimes I’Il be mad. Sometimes 
Ill risk my life. I’ve never stop without reaching 
the extremity. Although I’m only an ordinary 
person, Yet I clearly know what my mission is.” 

The great aspiration and mission is to spread 
the eastern and western arts. For this, he did his 
utmost day and night and worked his heart out. 
Although at the age of over seventy, he is still full 
of vim and vigor. He wrote in The Dragon Plays 
With the Sea: “I’m the dragon, You’re the sea. 
The dragon is dancing in the sea, The sea is 
roaring on my body. Lines of waves open the 
stage. Gusts of strong wind loudly shake the sea. 
You’re my sea. I’m your dragon.” 

When mentioning “dragon”, I cannot but say 
something about his calligraphy. Except for a 
well-known poet, he is also an outstanding 
calligrapher. Some comments pointed out: 


“Deeply obsessed with calligraphy, he always 
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expresses his life in his master pieces. Through 
Long-term practice, he constantly widens his 
mind and formed a unique style of his own. He, 
with powerful strokes, writes and draws freely as 
he wishes.” 

Comments also pointed out that the word 
“dragon” written by his fully reflects his style. In 
Olympic campaign at the Great Wall, Mr. Lou 
displayed his over ten meter long treasured piece 
of calligraphy “Dragon”. While writing, he 
walked with his brush, and his brush drove his 
heart. Rising and falling, shifting and turning, 


every action of his showed power and beauty. 


Hardworking As the Sun-Chasing Kuafu 


There is a mythological figure in the ancient 
time. His name is Kufu. His unique deed is sun- 
chasing. He chased the sun only for the benefits 
of others. 

Mr. Lou is such a celebrity. Not only does he 
chase one sun. He wants to chase more. He wants 
to clone more suns. He wrote in My Loneliness: 


“My loneliness is the sun. My loneliness is the 
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stars. I’m going to persist in cloning the sun and 
the stars. Hang them all over the paradise. Hang 
them all over the hell.” 

This poem tells us the noble quality of 
persisting in working for the public good. He is 
loyal to his pursue through thick and thin. 

New York is a famous arts and culture 
capital. Artists come from everywhere in the 
world and gather here. Mr. Lou thought that it 
was necessary to found an association so as to 
promote the exchange of the world’s culture and 
arts. Immediately after this idea coming out, Mr. 
Lou started to work as Kuafu chasing the sun. In 
the vast universe, he flew to all corners of the 
world. He, for realizing his noble ideal, put 
himself out of the way. 

At night one day at the end of 1996, Mr. Lou 
choked up with emotions. Rising to his full height 
and smiting the table, he called out aloud: “The 
East-west Association of Artists!” 

This association can be put into eight 
Chinese characters. And these eight characters 
are formed with eighty-one strokes. It is 


extremely difficult to meet these two numbers 
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which symbolize that everything meets spring. So 
these are two lucky numbers. This miracle made 
Mr. Lou extremely delighted with unbounded 
confidence. 

Through nearly three month preparation, 
The East-west Association of Artists was 
founded on Jan. 17, 1997 in the Chinese Arts 
Center in Manhattan, New York. The association 
is formed with artists coming from over twenty 
countries such as China, the America, Japan and 
etc. At the same time, nine exhibitions were held 
from the first floor to the fourth floor. The 
association therefore caused high concern 
everywhere in the world. From then on, under the 
leadership of Mr. Lou, the association held and 
carried out over seventy grand art exhibitions and 
cultural activities in the America, China, Canada, 
France, Australia, Japan, Argentina, Korea and 
etc. 


The Kind Envoy of God of Love 


Mr. Lou said in his poem: “Sunshine gives 


warmth to the people; I give love to the people.” 
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He wrote in My Heart of the Love was given to 
the palace of arts: “In the hazy wind and snow, I 
walked into the palace of arts. That is a night I'll 
never forget all my life. Unexpectedly I found the 
sculpture of a Chinese should be thousands of 
times better than the expression of Venus.” Mr. 
Lou found that the Chinese culture and arts are 
thousands times better than the western ones. He, 
therefore, emptied his pocket to offer help and 
trained many artistic masters. 

Mr. Lou did all these owing to a word of love. 
He loves the Chinese culture and arts, loves 
talents and fosters talents. His heart of love is so 
large that extends beyond the universe. 

This love of his is not an abstract word but a 
real action filled with concrete contents. But what 
is his love with actual contents? Mr. Lou wrote in 
Ai Qing: “Loving motherland is nobler than 
anything else; loving the people is more honest 
than anything else; loving life is more valuable 
than anything else.” 

Taking the various activities promoted by 
the East-west Association of Arts as platform, Mr. 


Lou fostered and introduced many quiet small 
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potatoes and at last their destiny was changed. 

Hu Yiping, an artist of stone carving of 
Nanchang, found himself in a predicament and 
was rather depressed at the beginning after he 
came to the America. A person of Taiwan felt pity 
for him and gave him living expenses. But his 
carvings were only put in the warehouse, unable 
to be sold out or put at exhibitions. It is just like 
casting pearls before swine. 

Learning this, Mr. Lou carried out some 
investigations and then resolutely decided to 
arrange an exhibition for him. This helped Hu 
Yiping achieve a great success. His magnum opus, 
Blessing Peace 1999 was collected by the then 
UN secretary general Kofi Annan who also met 
him because of this. Besides, his stone 
embossment Apple was collected by the then US 
President Bill Clinton. From then on, Hu Yiping’s 
cause of arts was like the sun at high noon. His 


fame grew rapidly in the America. 


Heaven Fire Spreader Prometheus 


Prometheus is the wisest god in Greek 
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mythology. He not only created human being but 
also brought fire to human being. Besides, he also 
taught them various kinds of knowledge. 

Mr. Lou wrote in Take the Sea As A Wine Pot: 
“T’m the tiger ruling this year, I wish a bumper 
harvest of rice in the field.” “Today is a fine day. 
This year is a good year. I’m the King of the Hill, 
Let me serve you this year. So long as you are 
lucky, I expect nothing. The strong wind opens 
the broad road. As a tiger, I won’t be an ordinary 
one. A good health to you! Best wishes to your 
family!” 

Mr. Lou brought blessings to everyone and 
served everyone. This blessing and this service 
are the warm heaven fire. So Mr. Lou is the 
Prometheus who spreads heaven fire to everyone. 
Mr. Lou not only brought warmth to the people 
but also taught many things to the people. 

Mr. Lou warned the people in Wordless 
heaven books: “Wordless heaven books hang 
over all the universal digital codes and 
mysterious designs are boundless. Even if you 
can understand, How much energy do you have 


in your life? How much time do you have in your 
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life? No matter you’re the wisest or the most 
stupid, No matter you’re a man or a woman, No 
matter you’re old or young, Go to read them 
attentively, Do not miss the opportunity. The 
wordless heaven books, They’re the source of 
wisdom. If you tear off a page, And let it be the 
sail on the boat of your life, No matter how 
terrible the storm is, There’s no way to cover your 


ship route.” 


Banyan Helping People Get An Insight Into 
Truth 


Banyan is a tree that symbolizes wisdom. It 
is under this tree that Buddha became enlightened. 

Mr. Lou wrote in Make An Inventory of 
Comprehension: “The stars in the sky are 
countless. The route of the universe can’t be 
made clear. The sun, moon and stars, Are making 
an inventory for comprehension.” 

He wrote in My Loneliness: “My loneliness 
is a paradise. My loneliness is a hell. Everywhere 
in there I'll plant lotuses and banyans.” 


In Mr. Lou’s poems, there are quite a few 
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maxims and aphorisms. He wrote in Light Rain: 
“Light rain rushed into the dark night, It threw the 
dream-loving earth into a chaos.” He wrote in 
The sun’s shawl: “There’s an aureole in the dark’. 
That’s the shawl thrown down by the sun.” He 
wrote in Mask: “Taking off mask, It’s still not you, 
Because you act in plays all the time.” He wrote 
in Mad About: “The moon is mad about the dark 
night, How can she enter space-time in daytime?” 
He wrote in Heart Is A Bird: “Dream is feather 
and heart is bird. Once they fly no one can stop 
them.” He wrote in J/lusion: “Don’t enter a plate 
to catch fish, Don’t enter a tea cup to swim.” He 
wrote in Wetland: “I wander in your old days, I 
can’t go out of your gloomy, cold and moist 
wetland.” He wrote in Blind: “If eyes are closed 
by darkness, One is still in darkness even if seeing 
light.” He wrote in Ignorance: “Jump into the sea, 
Still ask where the sea is.” He wrote in Question: 
“Can you catch a living fish In the Dead Sea?” 
These excellent small poems do not stick to 
one pattern. They are really small but just like 
banyans helping people get an insight into truth. 


When reading and appreciating them, the readers 
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can surely purify their souls and obtain a great 
deal. 
So, Mr. Lou and his poems are just the 


banyans helping people get an insight into truth. 


The Profound Life Apocalypse 


Mr. Lou wrote in The Heart Is Flying: “A 
person lives in the world, It’s bad for him to 
choose a wrong position, And not to know how 
to fly.” He wrote in Activate a Pool of Stagnant 
Water: “Do not borrow wind, do not borrow rain, 
I want to win the summit.” 

He wrote in The Sea of Heart: “Pain 
tormented me to death, Sad tears can only slowly 
defuse. Not to curse, Not to burn incense, Not to 
revenge, Not to pay attention. If still feel 
uncomfortable, If still feel uneasy, I'll go to see 
the sea. Go to the beach quickly, Look at the sea, 
the sea can help me to adjust mentality. Take a 
broad view to see both clear and dirty water run 
into the sea. The sea happily entertains them one 
by one all the time.” 

“Not to be fond of women when young; not 
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to be fond of power at mid-age; not to be a miser 
at old age.” This is a true reflection of Mr. Lou. 
He goes against the way of misers at old age. He 
said, “I am happy to give out money; I am upset 
to take over money.” It is no exaggeration to say 
that he uses his own money to pay all the 
expenses for all the activities of the East-west 
Association of Artists which was founded by 
himself. Moreover, he even uses his own money 
to make prizes. He took out all the income from 
his artistic works and pension and even several 
millions of RMB given by his son and daughter. 
His noble action can hardly be understood by 
common people. This is what he said — do not 
borrow wind, do not borrow rain. He completely 
relies on his own financial resources to find 
talents and help them to think about the way out 
and development. 

Mr. Lou wrote in Life: “Don’t take life as a 
drama, Success or failure is disposed by either 
Heaven or oneself. Look at the sun and the moon, 
natural and unrestrained. Dare to command the 
clouds and rain at the main peak.” 


He wrote like this, and he acts like this, too. 
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He really deserves the good reputation of 
behavior and skills 


Happy and Contented In Romantic Mood 


Mr. Lou wrote in Living in a dream: “Go to 
sleep with plum flowers in arms, Drunken 
leisurely in cool fragrance, Who provokes 
laughter? Who is laughing? The snowflakes act 
coquettishly in dream.” 

He wrote in his favorite work Tea Ceremony: 
“Drain the morning dew, Drink off the sunset 
glow, In the old kettle — Put a hand of stars bright 
and little. Hand doesn’t leave kettle afar, Touch 
and check the universe is how vast. Mouth 
doesn’t leave tea, Ask who made time and tide 
revealed. Taste tea in dream — heart empty, 
meaning boundless, Fresh air is curling upwards 
access to the sky way, Laugh at stream how much 
showiness floating away.” 

Mr. Lou’s collection of poems The Dialogue 
Between Ice And Fire was published in 2011. 
This collection contains 188 poems among which 


the first one was Tea ceremony. 
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The sentences are beautiful, the meanings is 
profound just like a cup of fresh tea, leading 
persons to endless aftertastes. 

Although winning great successes, he is still 
very modest. His life is like fire but his mood is 
like autumn chrysanthemum. He never considers 
himself as a big bug. On the contrary, he always 
considers himself as a little star. He wrote in A 
Little Star: “The ambition of heaven and earth is 
the biggest one of universe. The feelings of the 
sun and the moon are the greatest ones of 
universe. Although our ambition is grand, And 
our great love is boundless, We are only a little 
star of space-time.” 

Mr. Lou is always happy and contented in a 
romantic mood. He is an optimist. He wrote in 
The Future World is Better: “Let your five- 
colored dream fly. Let your bird of freedom fly. 
Your dream, Your bird, Take your heart for 
pilgrimage, And fly to the ends of the earth. There 
exists your paradise, There exists your happy 
island. Flying dream chases flying bird, Flying 
bird chases flying dream. Fly forward ceaselessly. 


Seek in front endlessly. The future world is better. 
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Mr. Lou has an open personality. He is full 
of confidence. He always smiles. Wherever he 
goes, people can see his self-confident smile and 
hear his chipper laughter. Mr. Lou has already 
been over seventy, but he is hale and hearty all the 
time. He wrote in Paean For Soul: “Today is a 
good day. Pick a rose, Tear open layers of the 
bright and tender petals, Put them under the 
blazing sun for a long time, In a flash, a blank 
came into being in the soul. A windflaw blows 
madly, Scoops the withered and atrophic petals, 
Spreads them in the white clouds and the blue sky. 
A few pieces of bright purple rain flower Chase 
time. Flutter to the far color-glazed mountain 
ranges.” 

We fully believe that Mr. Lou may still 
cherish high aspirations at old ages. He will 
surely be able to write more master pieces. We 
sincerely wish him a good health and a long life 
so that he can continuously fly in the vast 


universe to search light and warmth for us. 


Song Deli 
Feb. 23, 2016, New Jersey, USA 
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Foreword Iii 


Age 70, the Beginning of Summer 


Mr. Lou has been writing poems since he was in 
primary school, and he is a poet of great 
achievements in both ancient and modern poetry. 
In 2011, his collection of poems The Dialogue 
Between Ice and Fire was published by The 
People's Literature Publishing House, containing 
dozens of his representative works that span 
several decades. The title of this collection was 
inscribed by Mr. He Jingzhi, and the cover was 
painted by Mr. Lou’s first daughter Lou 
Zhenggang, an international well-known 
calligrapher and painter. Since these poems are 
full of passion and novelty, the collection wields 
a big influence since its publication. 

During the Spring Festival in 2016, Mr. Lou 
started writing haikus and only a year later got six 
books published one after another. Since last year, 


Mr. Lou has been full of burning enthusiasm for 
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creation, writing about 6000 pieces of haikus, 
among which many are excellent works that catch 
the readers' eyes and provoke their thought. 

The universe is the ultimate teacher of all 
artists and Mr. Lou is no exception. All that 
present in the cosmos changes magically into 
haiku in Lou’s heart. He depicts images with it, 
he expresses his feelings with it, he vivifies things 
with it, only by a few words. With a wide range 
of themes and all sorts of feelings, these haikus 
contain his abundant life experiences. Although 
over 80 years old, Mr. Lou is still hale and hearty, 
with a sonorous voice and sturdy arms as strong 
as those of a young man. Life is often compared 
to seasons, and it seems that Mr. Lou just starts 
his summer when the energy accumulated in 
spring begins to burst and the inspiration for 
poetry becomes fresh and flourishing like plants. 
He still maintains childlike curiosity about the 
nature and a desire to explore it. No wonder he 
has yielded abundant fruits. 

He has "an interest in books, an ardor for 
poetry and an affection for painting with the 


bearing of a Confucian, the disposition of a Taoist 
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and the tolerance of a Buddhist". This is what I 
wrote down in the past to describe Lou’s artistic 
life and his way of dealing with people and the 
world, because poetry, books, paintings and seals 
are his companions as indispensable as the sun 
and air. Looking at Lou’s paintings, a painter once 
said “I can draw, but I don’t excel in calligraphy 
and writing poems, let alone seal cutting. You are 
estimable to make contributions to all these four 
fields.” Meanwhile, Mr. Lou has made an 
intensive study of Confucianism, Taoism and 
Buddhism for years, so spirits of different schools 
have been infiltrated into his bones, which seems 
to be made by nature. 

To enable foreign readers to appreciate the 
beauty of Mr. Lou’s haikus, I have the privilege 
of inviting an illustrious poetry translator Brent O. 
Yan to translate this collection. Mr. Yan is one of 
the best students of Wang Rongpei, a prestigious 
Chinese classics translator and now a teacher in 
Shandong University of Political Science and 
Law. He is also a member of Shandong Writers 
Association, a guest editor of Renditions of 


International Poetry (formerly known as The 
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World Poets Quarterly) and an editor of Chinese 
poetry network. Translation is not easy, and even 
harder is poetry translation. Mr. Yan is quite 
experienced in maintaining the "aroma" of the 
original work. Therefore, it can’t be more 
appropriate to invite him to translate Mr. Lou’s 
haikus. 

I believe the publication of this collection 
will bring Mr. Lou more bosom friends, and make 
more readers fond of haikus, art and everything 


beautiful in the world as it is. 


Chao Bai 
Mar. 11, 2018, Beijing, China 
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My mind wanders there 


In white clouds I wash my face 


And then meet the fairies 





Nw 
if 


Through five thousand years 


True story and false spread in turn 


Fact at last appears 





i 
LoS) 


The small pond in my day 


Was bigger than the ocean 


The old child would often say 





is 
if 


Monkey King got wedded 


Knowing this, his master panicked 


And then sadly cried 





i 
Nn 


Wind laughs at a flag 


Why are you making the fuss 


Your maker didn't yet brag 





n 
if 


The space, outer space! 


So spacious, true to your name 


As to hold all the stars 





if 
<g 


He wanted to be King 


But liked to go it alone 


And let his foe enthrone 





oe) 
if 


He was really mad 


To dive for fish under ice 


But at a life price 





if 
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I want to be King Bird 


The crow caws and croaks loudly 


And Phoenix bursts out laughing 





S 
if 


A cripple says to a blind 


Give me a good leg and I can fly 


He must be out of his mind 





if 


Does the wind blow the tree 


Or the tree tear apart the wind 


The cloud cannot see 





‘Ss 
if 


Five thousand years passed 


With peaks penning on the heaven 


A saga that will last 





if 
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In front of a parrot 


Do not speak ill of his master 


But high of his merit 





rs 
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The bird notices that 


The scarecrow wears in purple 


Yet what's the point 





if 
nr 


It's been odd for years 


That smog comes often to dun 


Giving us only fears 





a 
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The tiger in cage 


Is supposed to roar with might 


But he heaves a sigh 





if 
q 


Starved and no gob 


I painted a pancake to eat 


But a tramp came to rob 





50 
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The temple sees no soul 


Where are the monks on earth? 


--"Out exhorting lost souls" 





if 
© 


Don't open the scroll 


In case the bird should fly out 


And peck at your eyes 





S 
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Chirping and chirring 


You keep at it without rest 


Lest no one know your being 





if 
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Oh Yellow River! 


A loong roars running to the ocean 


No one can stop her 





Ss 
if 


Between trick and coax 


An innocent child is taken in 


He should hear applause 





if 
S 


In my backyard the breeze 


Is sweet under the grapevine 


Luring all kinds of birds 





N 
aN 
if 


April of the earth 


Flowers delight the heart and the eye 


How I want to fly 





if 
a 


At my seventy-five 


Inspiration comes bursting out 


I must thank God 





& 
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Whether you smile 


Or burst into bitter tears 


The sun won't change at all 





if 
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Good talkers are mute 


While lame ones always waffle 


Take care of your tongue 





& 
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I wake up in chuckle 


For I dreamt of changing the sky 


Into an egg and toying with it 





if 
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Black locust blossoms 


Sweetening the highways and byways 


Which will go on for days 





Ww 
oO 
if 


Wind raping on the windows 


Twigs shake the house with shadows 


And dogs' bowwows 
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Round the mountain I tour 


But find so few birds in sight 


Due to many a hunter 





Oo 
N 
if 


A garden up the welkin 


Is planted with rare flowers 


What good crops in heaven 
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The sun at midday 


Has a fever and is blazing 


Kindling the cosmos 





1SS) 
RK 
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Sitting atop the hill 


I meet the wind from all sides 


Void mind makes all still 





«if 
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Like a crab clawing 


He rampages along the way 


Gn dss he'll be a prey 





(oS) 
On 
if 


Breeze is dancing with me 


How come the moon is not here 


Imperfect without thee 
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The wheel of fate rolls 


And rumbles for seventy years 


Without rest at all 





Oo 
oo 
if 


No sun down the well 


Miner's lamp is needed 


Or eyes none can tell 
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Night closes his eyes 


And a ted sun rises to the sky 


All of sudden it's daylight 





5 
if 


A phoenix tree is planted 


But don't expect too much of it 


No phoenix can be attracted 





41 


=i 


Tall tree with thin leaves 


Hears only brisk chirps on end 


But no cicadas can be seen 





NS 
if 


Weather tages in winter 


Cold wind pierces the thatched hut 


And walls are frosted 
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Dog does not eat dog 


But man should eat his own kind 


No viler thing you'd find 





& 
KR 
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What a large painting 


The whole night I've been enjoying 


The hills and rills 
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In the blink of an eye 


Thunders come and go at will 


Like a baby's smile and cry 





5 
if 


An old friend came by 


I treated with good wine and tea 


And we had a spree 
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Where is his mater? 


The ginkgo tree rustles in wind 


Falling the seeds on the ground 





bo 
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Counting stars in winter night 


Where ate my dearest family? 


Tears blur my sight 
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A troamer in travel 


I dreamt nightly of my home 


Visiting my dad and mom 





WN 
oO 
if 


Life is so mystic 


All up to God and you 


Be wise to hold or let go 
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Rushing back home 


Like a snail when departing 


To leave I'm unwilling 





Nn 
N 
if 


A busy land once 


It now does not detain a home 


How lone is the gnome 
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He living abroad 


Homesickness haunts him a lot 


What a throbbing thought 





Nn 
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All round Phoenix Mount 


No feather of the bird is found 


Not true to its name 
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Just a plastic flower 


Over it the bee is humming 


What a stupid being 





Nn 
nN 
if 


It patters in the hill 


And mushroom grow there and here 


A tich harvest to cheer 
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Windless and water still 


A stone is thrown into the lake 


Stirring the birds in shrill 





Nn 
oo 
if 


Rainbow shows post-rain 


And lotus blooms are glistening 


Minding not the wind's flirting 





a9 


=i 


Buildings stand in rows 


No coming back in the past decade 


The old street who knows 





nN 
oO 
if 


Yangtze River flows 


To the sea as it always goes 


Never coming back 
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Frost has not chilled the night 


Autumnal leaves are blazing like fire 


Burning half of the sky 





O 
bw 
if 


A ted sun fises in the east 


Shenzhou spaceship is launched 


To realize a Chinese dream 





63 


«if 


Who lent you a ladder 


Who helped you through troubles 


To make you an achiever 





ion 
R 
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An old and famous shop 


Sells Peking roast ducks for years 


Whose name one always hears 
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With gross flattery 


A cock would think he can fly 


Pushing the phoenix out of sight 





nN 
nN 
if 


Nerving myself to surf 


I was almost detained by the sea 


She is so fond of me 
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Learn from the farmer 


And watch out for snakes saved 


Or you'll be hurt 





fo) 
oo 
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A phoenix tree is planted 


To lure the phoenix to it 


But that will wear me out 
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Behold the Maitreya Buddha 


He is always smiling at everything 


Not worrying a thing 
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Genuine or fake 


They mixes on antique market 


It can make or break 





if 
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Cicadas on the tree 


Sing and sing with all their might 


Asking the sun to stay 





~ 
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I have a heart of ocean 


Into which once the moon falls 


It will not return 





if 
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After your forties 


Late to start learning new skills 


--That was in Confucius times 
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Don't you doubt this-- 


A million can't afford a shrimp 


Drawn by Qi Baishi 





if 
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Spring warms the day 


Clouds drift over greening mountains 


And streams gurele all the way 





On 
if 


Frosted leaves are dyed red 


Setting up a glow against the sky 


A great feast to the eye 





if 
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Jumbled and muddled 


I have no time for vacation 


Hairs turn grey in succession 





~ 
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It's nothing serious 


To be caught in the heavy rain 


I don't at all complain 





if 
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Where is the master 


The old crab-apple blooms late 


Waiting for his old mate 





oo 
oO 
if 


Hills standing in rows 


Open their arms to the sun 


And listen to the sea's song 
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Leafless old tree 


Stands lonely for the rest time 


Birds don't come and see 





oo 
N 
if 


Good spring in the morn 


Light rain wets the red buds 


And moves my heart 
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Standing firm in cold wind 


When all the other colors fade 


Plum flowers in the snow 





[o.<) 
x 
if 


A lunatic is on stage 


His voice is so loud and clear 


But scares all with fear 
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Riding on a bamboo 


You thought you were a warrior 


None is your worthy foe 





oo 
O 
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A kite that breaks the string 


Is carried pass the hill by the gale 


It'll fall, smashed without fail 
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At Mid-autumn Festival 


The moon was fancied to be a cake 


When I was a child 





oo 
[o,e) 
if 


Frosted leaves fall down 


Asking winter to open its gate 


With snow as a gown 
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A hawk stands on the peak 


Overlooking grandly the whole world 


And awaits the stars 





\O 
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To realize the Chinese Dream 


Hand and head make quick response 


And high spirits gleam 
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Afraid to be a worry 


I have no one to share my bother 


For me only the moon feel sorry 





\O 
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if 


All wish good in life 


But Sod's Law would always work 


Best wishes for family members 
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Do good or evil 


And it will be heaven or hell 


Which door do you wish to open? 





\O 
rs 
if 


Missing his dad and mom 


The traveler always gazes at the sky 


To recollect his home 





95 


«if 


Good hour of the fall 


A cloud raises casually my eyes 


To where it could stall 





\o 
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The mountain is not lone 


With birds on trees gladly singing 


And tigers! roar in the zone 
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Seas connect seas 


As their kids they regard lands 


Holding tight in the hands 





\O 
oo 
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All turn white 


Wind blows the snow like wave 


Distant hills have a fright 





~if 
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A roc in broad daylight 


Flies to where he wants to sight 


And fears no nature's might 





— 
S 
oO 
if 


He's like the Tiger Balm 


That can relieve some little pain 


Great pain will but remain 





if 

— 
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Transliator’s Note 


It's been days since I finished translating 
the Haikus of Mr. Lou Deping, but I have not 
as yet written down a single word on the 
poems or the translation, due to my 
occupation in coping with humdrum routine. 
I didn't expect either that Mr. Lou would 
phone asking me to reflect on my rendering 
of his poems so as to publish it as a preface 
to the bilingual edition of the collection. 
That's why I feel indebted to him as he called 
me and right away I seated myself before the 
computer, putting aside what I am doing, to 
make up for it and, in so doing, to give me as 
well as Mr. Lou a satisfactory answer. 

Mr. Lou and I get acquainted with each 
other because of Chao Bai who shares the 
same hobbies with me and for this reason we 
usually chat on the translation between 
Chinese and English. I got my master degree 


in translation at Soochow University where I 
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learnt to translate poetry from Wang Rongpei, 
a famous native translator of Chinese classics. 
After graduation I jumped on the ferry of 
languages and published my rendition now 
and then on the internet, thus gaining some 
kind of “reputation”, for which I was 
recommended by Chao Bai to Mr. Lou who 
entrusted his poems to me. Following the 
translation of his five poems, he sent me a 
scroll of his calligraphy which made me 
ecstatic, if I tell you that Mr. Lou is more 
than a poet. He is also a famous calligrapher 
of China whose exquisite craftsmanship 
features his handwritings. 

It was not long before Mr. Lou asked me 
to translate his haiku. And then I secluded 
myself in my study to read them carefully. 
What a marvelous inspiration he must have 
been endowed with! A poet in the Tang 
Dynasty once lamented the pain of 
composing a poem, but to Mr. Lou it is no 
pain at all. His short poems came at 


me just like an avalanche, overwhelming me 
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with his proficiency in drawing on common 
things. 

His haikus are simple and casual, 
inclusive and massive. This is my first 
impression after having read a thousand of 
his pieces of the kind, but it’s only one-tenth 
of all his haikus. In fact, he has composed 
numerous poems of other meters, within just 
two years. Just think about it, how many 
haikus were made by Matsuo Basho the 
greatest master of haiku in Japan? And how 
many haikus are made by the famous haiku 
writers in China? Quantity is not a criterion 
for judging the quality though, it is a criterion 
for judging the breadth of one’s poetry. Mr. 
Lou probes into big meaning with small 
words, provokes tidal thought with quiet 
diction. Therefore, his haikus enrich the 
theme of the genre and extend the implication 
of the form, making his poetry a clear and 
sharp contrast to the chaotic status quo of 
modern poetry. 

Once in Nineteenth-Century British 
Minor Poets, W. H. Auden said in his 
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introductions to this book that “to qualify as 
major, a poet ... must satisfy about three and 
a half of the following five conditions.” 1.e. 
1. He must write a lot. 2. His poems must 
show a wide range in subject matter and 
treatment. 3. He must_ exhibit an 
unmistakable originality of vision and style. 
4. He must be a master of verse technique. 5. 
In the case of all poets, we distinguish 
between their juvenilia and their mature work 
but, in the case of the major poet, the process 
of maturing continues until he dies so that, if 
confronted by two poems of his of equal 
merit but written at different times, the 
reader can immediately say which was 
written first. In the case of a minor poet, on 
the other hand, however excellent the two 
poems may be, the reader cannot settle their 
chronology on the basis of the poems 
themselves. In short, a major poet should be 
prolific, extensive in subject, profound, 
skillful and transformative. By these criteria, 
Mr. Lou is already qualified with two and 


three of the five, among which the last one is 
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the one that strikes me most, since this poet 
is approaching his eighties and going through 
the “transformation in old age”, quite in line 
with what Auden had defined. 

My selection, however, is made just in 
accordance with my liking. Not all audience 
would like the same Hamlet and a thousand 
interpretations can occur. Even Lu You, a 
great poet of ancient China, can not endear 
every reader with his nine thousand three 
hundred pieces of poems. But in my eyes, it 
is just those un-endearing poems in 
considerable quantity that mirror the 
endearing quality of the few good ones. Yang 
Siping, a famous poet and critic from China, 
said that “as long as a poet can create a 
memorable poetic image, he then can be 
remembered”. 

I cannot agree with him more. Simple as 
these poems appear, they are difficult to 
write as they are hard to cling to. Socrates 
taught his students to do a simple exercise, so 
simple that seldom did they persist and the 


one who managed to do it became Plato. For 
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the same reason, I grow to accept what Yang 
calls Mr. Lou--King of Contemporary 
Chinese Haiku. 

I was prudent and cautious while 
translating, observing the rhyme and rhythm 
as possibly as I can, in an attempt to 
reproduce the charm of the original. Even 
before my translation, I researched into the 
history and development of haiku and, for the 
sake of gearing to the _ international 
conventions, I consulted foreign poets I got 
to know at “Du Fu Thatched Cottage 
International Poetry Day” in this August. 
Despite the free verse habit for world poets 
today, I finally persuaded myself into 
metaphrasing if possible. Why throw away in 
the target language the rhyme of the source? 
Can free translation without considering the 
rhyme really reproduce to full extent the 
original beauty? The answers are negative to 
both questions, so I took no more into 
account the wont of writing haiku for today’s 
poets and endeavored to reproduce the 


original glamour of the poems. 
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I hope readers at home and abroad could 
know more about Chinese haiku with this 
bilingual collection and if my translation 
works well, some of you may get to like the 
kind of or some lines of the poetry. And if it 
does, I am sure that would make Mr. Lou all 


the more hale and happy. 


(Foreword and translation by Brent Yan, revised by 


Meng Xiangchun) 


